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When Candy was born, lan didn't cry; Not until he held her in his arms for the first time. Candy cried, and lan 
cried with her. Candy's cries muffled the sound of his own voice, because crying babies tend to be much 
louder than a grown man's crying. His gentle trembling as he held her close to his chest seemed to calm her, 


and he gradually calmed down too. 


Ten years later, when Mimi was born, there was less of the gruelling anticipation and fear of a new situation 
as there was at the first birth, and lan allowed himself to be more in the moment. It was a roller-coaster of 
emotions, from looking after Lorraine in anything to do with the birth, to the joy of seeing the newborn and 
acknowledging that nothing comes close to this feeling, it's where he felt the most accomplished and proud, of 
himself and in his marriage. Lorraine still side-eyed him for that - it wasn't rare to see her husband cry, but 
every time he did, there had to be a significant reason behind it - and each time was very emotional and 
uninhibited, She made a mental note to herself that she should keep checking on him, although she knew they 


were tears of joy. 


When Dusty was born, lan had already seen SI years of his life pass by. He was supposed to play a festival he 
wasn't looking forward to in particular, in front of people he figured didn't care much about who's performing, 
with a band he might or might not get along with, depending on which day of the week this is. He left it all as 
soon as he got the call from his girlfriend Zoe, telling him what he expected to hear - the only bit of news 
that was bound to make him happy that day. He'd arrived a little late, so he didn't get to see the actual birth, 
but was more than prepared to fuss around the mother and child whenever they needed him. When he got a 
rest, and allowed himself to wipe a tear, he also cried a little for himself; Remembering how it felt different 
each time, and how he'd turned from an overwhelmed lad into a man who wants others to trust him and let 
him take care of them, getting closer to being who he wanted to be all those years but also losing some of his 
wide-eyed wonder and sensitivity along the way. 


